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sence, and so entirely ignorant did he appear that, unable to believe what was nevertheless a fact, that the Emperor himself had received no letters from Junot, I began to conclude that some great misfortune had occurred. We had then no idea of the nature of the Spanish War, and this total cessation of intelligence appeared impossible. Even an intimate friend of mine, who had means of learning through England what was passing in Portugal, re-received no news; it was distracting.
Immediately, therefore, upon the Emperor's return, I wrote to him to learn if he knew with any certainty that Junot was still living, and supplicating him to send me a single word that might relieve my anxiety. Some days passed before I received an answer, which came at length through the Arch-Chancellor, and with it a lecture upon my presumption in interrogating the Emperor upon matters touching his politics. I thought this remonstrance somewhat singular, but received it with profound submission; and as soon as the Arch-Chancellor left me I dispatched a letter to the Emperor, requesting an audience that same day, as I had a favor to solicit. The Emperor was then at Saint Cloud and I was at Neuilly.
The cause of my request was of some importance. Since Junot had been Governor of Paris, whether he was absent or present, I had always done the honors of the city /ties at the Hotel de Ville. This time, as usual, though the Emperor had been absent on the isth of August, the city was desirous of celebrating the Saint Napoleon, and the list of those ladies who were to receive the Empress had been brought to me for presentation to the Grand Marshal. It was perfectly natural to me to preside at these entertainments, when everything was in its right course; but at present matters were very far otherwise. I felt the unpleasantness of my situation and this determined me to request an audience. I received an order to be at Saint Cloud at nine o'clock in the evening.
On my arrival I found the Emperor in his cabinet, looking upon the little private garden reserved for his use; the door was open, and at my entrance, he stood on the step of the door, looking straight before him with the fixed and vacant stare of a person deep in thought. He started at the opening of the door, and, turning